Sheliidn't say anything. She sat there_ raking in her bag for
a moment and then suddenly got up and went out.
I sat there for a long time, thinking she might just be In
the lavatory. But she didn't come back. So I got my hat and
coat and started for home. I had to go past the lloyal to get
to the Tube, and on a sudden impulse I turned in there. Lord
knows why, except that I was scared about something and had
some queer idea about feeling safer if I saw Pinker and
Waring together.
I went and looked through the glass doors of the big down-
stairs bar. For a moment I thought they weren't there. Then
I saw them at a table right up close to the door, and dodged
back in case they should see me. For a moment I thought of
just barging in and trying to have a show-down. I watched
them for a minute. Waring was leaning forward and talking
hard. Pinker was looking thoughtfully across the room and
sucking his pipe. I saw him smile his contemptuous smile at
something Waring said. Waring laughed too. They looked
very much together. It had never struck me before, but when
you. came to think of it they were made for one another. I
turned away and went home.
When I got back to the flat Susan was there. She was
sitting looking into the fire, quite calm again. She just looked
up as I came in and said " Hallo " quietly.
I was feeling pretty jumpy and damned annoyed with her.
I said, " Well, that was a pretty performance, my dear."
" Yes. I'm sorry/' she said, not very apologetically.
"Next time you just decide to go home when we're out
together, I'd be obliged if you'd tell me, and not just leave me
sitting and wondering whether you're coming back/'
Susan said nothing.
I said, " From the way you were acting I thought you might
have gone and thrown yourself into the Thames or some-
thing."
She looked into the fire and smiled. It was a rather con-
temptuous smile and I didn't like it. I chucked myself down
in a chair, picked up a book and pretended to read,
We sat there for quite a while. Susan still didn't say any-
thing, but just went on looking into the fire. After a bit it
began to get on my nerves. I couldn't quite make out what
had happened to her. Usually if she flared up at me, she was
very apologetic afterwards. Finally I threw the book down
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